ShAKI-SPE ARgS 

That they behold and fee not wh at they fee : 

They know wh'at beautie is, fee where it lyes, 
y et what the - beft is.take the wor ft to be. 

If eyes corrupt by ouer-partiall lookes, 

Be anchord in the baye where all men ride, 

Why of eyes falfchood haft thou forged hookes, 

Whereto the Judgement of my heart is tide? 

Whv fhould my heart thinkethat a leuerall plot, 

Which my hc« knowes the wide worlds common piece? 
Or mine eyes feeing this, iay this is not 
To out faire truth vpon fo fo-ule a face, 

In things right true my heart and eyes haue erred* 

And to this falfe plague are they now tranfterred. 

138 

11/ Hen my loue fweares that fhe is made of truth*, 

W I do bclecue her though.! know fire lyes. 

That fhe might chinke me fome vntuterd youth, 
Vrilearned in the worlds falle fubtilties. 

Thus vainely thinking . that fhe thinkes me young. 

Although (lie knowesroy day.es are paft thebel , 

Simply I credit her falfe lpeaking tongue. 

On both fidcs thus is fimple truth fupprclt : 

But wherefore faves fhe not fhe is vniult . 

And wherefore fay not I that I am old ? - 
O loues beft habit* is in feeming truft. 

And age in loue, loues not t’haue yeares told.: 

Therefore 1 lye with her, and (Inc with me. 

And in our faults-by-lyes we flattered be,. 

119 

O Call not me to iuftifie the wrong. 

That thy vnkindneffe layes vpon my heait, 

Wound me not with thine eye but with th • toung. 

Vie oower with power,and flay me not by Art, 

Tell'me thou lou’ft elfe-whcrr jbut in my fight, 

Deare heart forbea-e to glance thine eye afide, 




Sonnet s. 

Is more then my ore-preft defence can bide? 

Let me excufe thee,ah my loue. well knowes. 

Her prettie lookes haue becnc mine enemies, 

And therefore from my face fire turnes my foes. 

That they elfe-where might dart'their iniuries : 

Yet do not fo,but fince l am neere flainc. 

Kill me out-right with lookes,and rid my pains. 

140 

E wife as thou art crucll,do not preffe 
My toung-tide patience with too much difdainc : 
Leaft forrow lend me words and words exprefle. 

The manner of iny pittie wanting paine. 

Ifl might teach thee witte better it vveare. 

Though not to loue.yetloue to tell me fb, 

As teftie fick-men when their deaths be neere. 

No newes but health from their Phifitions know. 

For ifl fhould difpaire I fhould grow madde. 

And in my madnefle might fpeakc ill of thee. 

Now this ill wrefting world is growne fo bad, 

Madde flanderers by madde eares beleeued be. 

That I may not be fo, nor thou be lyde, (wide, 

Beare thine eyes ftraight , though thy proud heart goe 

141 

I N faith I doe not loue thee with mine eyes. 

For they in thee a thoufand errors note, 

But ’tis my heart that loues what they difpife. 

Who in difpightof view ispl'eafd to dote. 

Nor are mine eares with thy toungs tune delighted. 

Nor tender feeling to bafe touches prone. 

Nor tafte, nor fmell, defire to be inuited 
To any fenfuall.feaft with thee alone .• 

But my fiue wits,nor my fiue fences can 
Difwade one foolifh heart from feruing thee,' 

Who leaucs vnfwai’d the likencffc of a man. 

Thy proud hearts flaue and vaffall wretch to be : 

Onely niy plague thus farre I count my gaine, 

That fhe that makes me fame, awards me paine. 
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